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By the end of the fourth day all his work was done, and on
he fifth beautiful Calypso saw him off from the island. The
;oddess had bathed him first and fitted him out with fragrant
Nothing. She had also stowed two skins in his boat, one full of
lark wine, the other and larger one of water, besides a leather
ack of corn and quantities of appetizing meats. And now a
yarm and gentle breeze sprang up at her command*
It was with a happy heart that the good Odysseus spread his
ail to catch the wind and used his seamanship to keep his boat
txaight with the steering-oar. There he sat and never closed his
yes in sleep, but kept them on the Pleiads, or watched Bootes
lowly set, or the Great Bear, nicknamed the Wain, which al-
ways wheels round in the same place and looks across at Orion
be Hunter with a wary eye. It was this constellation, the only
me which never bathes in Ocean's Stream, that the wise god-
ess Calypso had told him to keep on his left hand as he made
cross the sea. So for seventeen days he sailed on his course, and
n the eighteenth there hove into sight the shadowy mountains
fthe Phaeacians' country, which jutted out to meet him there,
'he land looked like a shield laid on the misty sea.
But now Poseidon, Lord of the Earthquake, who was on his
/ay back from his visit to the Ethiopians, observed him from
ie distant mountains of the SolymL The sight of Odysseus sail-
ig over the seas added fresh fuel to his anger. He shook his head
tid muttered to himself: * So I had only to go to Ethiopia for the
ods to change their minds about Odysseus! And there he is,
lose to the Phaeacians' land, where he is destined to bring his
)tig ordeal to an end. Nevertheless I mean to let him have his
ellyful of trouble yet/
Whereupon he marshalled the clouds and seizing his trident
l his hands stirred up the sea. He roused the stormy blasts of
/•cry wind that blows, and covered land and water alike with a
inopy of cloud. Darkness swooped down from the sky. East
7md and South and the tempestuous West fell to on one
lother, and from the North came a white squall, rolling a
real wave in its van. Odysseus' knees shook and his spirit

